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a far better father to my sons than my father was to me. Yet when
I caine home from Korea, she and the boys made it painfully clear
there was no room for me. They greeted me as though I were a
stranger. They scorned and ignored me. My sons talked back to me
while Jenny hurled insults- Once again I had the same lost, sick
feeling I used to have when I was shunted among the homes of
my many stepmothers. Jenny didn't care.
I've made concessions to her. Jenny loves gardening. I hate it.
But last Sunday I went to our house and planted a pear tree in tie
yard. Jenny promptly came storming out and told me there was no
use bothering, that I would never live there to enjoy the shade.
I consider it most unfair of her to take away my sons and my
house, hut I don't see how to stop her from doing it. IVe reached
the point where I agree our marriage is done for. It's her fault, not
mine.
Jenny and Max Zimmerman, born of different cultures and with
very different traditions, had both obstinately decided their own
particular conceptions, notions, and values were 100 per cent cor-
rect Both were what we call "angry people." They were long out
of the habit of being at peace with each other and living in har-
mony with their children. Engaged in a struggle to dominate, they
ate, slept, and breathed conflict. A prolonged feud between a mar-
ried couple is wasting and damaging, but feuds can be fascinating,
too.
Jenny and Max believed their flaming, destructive quarrels were
ignited by differences over money, sex, tastes in clothes, how to
bring up children to the best advantage, and so on. In actuality,
the two were quarreling over who should be the boss.
A European upbringing had convinced Max that the female of
the species is inferior to the male, a conviction that would handi-
cap any husband in this country. In addition, Max was a seriously
disturbed person. Back in childhood, he had acquired a perverse
appetite for dissension and discord. In our opinion, some of the

